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Jim* when the Summer Heat is great.
And every hour intense,
The Moghra, with its subtle flowers,
Intoxicates the sense/'

The Coco palms stood tall and slim, against the golden-

And all their grey and graceful plumes were waving to and

fro.

She lay forgetful in the boat, and watched the dybg Sun
Sink slowly lakewards, while the stars replaced him, one

by one.

She saw the marble Temple walls long white reflections

make,

The echoes of their silvery bells were thrown across the

lake.

The evening air was very sweet; from off the island bowers
Came scents of Moghra trees in bloom, and Oleander

flowers*